Fruitcakes °xe. 


A fruitcake is the surprise gift that upon receipt, one does not quite know what to 
do with it. I knew a young couple many decades ago who through an unplanned 
pregnancy received such a present, their daughter. She was special in a mysteriously odd 
sort of way. And being new parents, at first they did not quite know what to do about 
her. As she matured, so did her specialness, which they accepted. However, progressive 
pre-school authorities after noting their daughter’s unusualness did not and strongly 
encouraged the parents to seek “professional advice’ about her ‘differences.’ After a 
medical review, the girl’s parents did not agree with diagnosis or treatment plans of an 
operation that would make their daughter normal. Parents refused saying, “you are not 
cutting our fruitcake to see what is inside of her.” However, authorities became quite 
insistent, intrusive, and troublesome; we know what is best for your child they 
maintained. Sensing danger, to protect their daughter, the couple moved to a less 
progressive part of the Western world — rural Mexico. As she grew so did her 
differences, which they neither understood nor knew how to manage. She seemed 
detached and otherworldly. However, implanted doubts remained a nagging concern 
about their little fruitcake’s future. On the other hand, sensing a manifest destiny, the 
couple simply allowed providence to follow her course. When another unplanned 
pregnancy produced a son, the parents were fearful that their, up until now only child, 
daughter would not accept him. After bringing the newborn home from hospital, they 
kept a wary watchfulness over her until witnessing what occurred between them, which 
completely dashed all of their uncertainties. As parents stood unnoticed by the slightly 
ajar nursery door, observing the children’s first interaction alone, what they overheard 
from their gifted daughter shocked them; she said this: “Baby brother, what is it like 
being near ‘god’ I have forgotten...” Moreover, the girl unconditionally accepted him 
with a most profound maternalism well beyond her years. She grew to become a well- 
respected Shamanic healer and remains very active in that region to this day. One never 
knows what blessings exist in a fruitcake until looking inside of one from the outside; so 
within, so without. Fruitcakes, ya gotta love ‘em. 


